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thence many miles through a wild country, among
cliffs grey with eternal snows, and gloomy sa*
vage glens, till I crossed Spey and went down
the stream through Strathspey, so famous in
Scottish music, Badenoch9 8cc. till I reached
Grant Castle, where I spent half a day with Sir
James Grant and family; and then crossed the
country for Fort George, but called by the way
at Cawdor, the ancient seat of Macbeth; there
I saw the Identical bed in which, tradition says,
ting Duncan was murdered: lastly, from Fort
George to Inverness-

I returned by the coast, through Nairn,
For res, and -so on, to Aberdeen; thence to
Stonehive, where James Burness, from Mon-
trose? met me by appointment. I spent two
days among our relatlons3 and found our aunts,
Jean and Isabel3 still alive, and hale old women.
John Caird, though born the same year with
our father, walks as vigorously as I can; they
have had'several letters from his son in New
York. William Brand is likewise a stout old
fellow: but further particulars I delay till I see
yon, which will be in two or three weeks. The
rest of my stages are not worth rehearsing:
warm as I was from Ossian's country, where I
had seen his very grave, what cared I for fish-
ing towns or fertile carses ? I slept at the fa-
mous